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Summary: Frayed by helpless love and forbidden longing, sophomore 

Castiel Novak's life is twisted into folds of desire and 

sacrif ice . He ' s thrown into a pit of haunted pasts and challenging 

love armed by admirer notes and secrecy. Can forbidden love spark 

between Dean and Castiel? What happens when they're left fighting for 

everything but their hidden feelings for each other? M for 

violence 


Sink down to the bottom of my soul 

**AN:**Hello guys! So this is another typical-but not so typical HS 
AU with a supernatural twist! Hope y'all like it and kudos, comments, 
criticism are gold. I couldn't have done this without 
Dest ielWinchester ' s and my bestie's encouragement! Thank you sooo 
much hun, for being there for me, love you! And love you too my 
dearest bestie! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The cold chills washed over Charlie as she walked into the school 
gates, and looked up to the dull grey skies. The air somewhat felt 
remorseful, like it was full of warning of the disasters in future. 
She sighed and blew out mist, and rubbed her gloved palms together as 
dread filled her. She ran through all the things that may be 
t rouble some<p> 

Did she lock her door properly? Check. 

Feed Kirk? Check. 

Text back Kevin? Check. 

Charge her phone? Done. 

She ran her eyes over to the parking lot and then immediately spotted 



her bicycle, which she had forgotten yesterday. Okay so it looked 
good . 

Then what could possibly... 

She stopped mid tracks into the school hallway only to see a large 
crowd of jocks with someone none other than Dean Winchester screaming 
something. She frowned, it so did not look good, and she 
froze. 

No ... it couldn ' t be . . . 

"And the things he said... he might have shoved them up somewhere else 
and it still won't matter!". Dean screamed in anger and stopped 
talking when his eyes met hers for the briefest moment over the 
crowd . 

Charlie paled, and took a step back in shock, no no no, Cas ' wouldn't 
have . . . 

. . .but then why would Dean say that? 

She had a feeling it was Castiel, and then she saw a tan trenchcoated 
back disappear up the stairs. 

"Cas I", she screamed loudly and repeatedly and bolted after him, 
through the mass of senior students flooding the hallway for their 
first class. The blue eyed boy turned and upon seeing her quirked his 
lips into a smirk, but his eyes were cold and distant, like a dam 
constricting emotions. He gave her a victory sign and tuned and got 
swallowed into the sea of students. Charlie stood there, her mouth 
agape and her entire system frozen in shock. Her worst anticipation 
was confirmed by the cold look in her best friend's otherwise warm 
blues . 

_The truth was undeniably out._ 

She went to follow him but it was too late he was already out of her 
sight. The bell rang and everyone rushed into their homerooms or 
first period classes and suddenly she was pushed into the swarmbof 
students, now far away from Castiel. "Fuck", she muttered in anger 
and ran a hand through her hair and moved towards her locker. 

She won't see Castiel until lunch. She huffed and pulled open her 
locker door harsher than necessary startling the freshman kid next to 
her . 

This day was gonna be _great._ 

Castiel sat on a bench leaning his elbows on the table, in a secluded 
park just a few miles away from Lawrence high. The cool breeze softly 
washed over his body like gentle rift of glacial water. The welcoming 
mildly cold chill felt comfortable on his bare arms and soothed him 
somewhat. Yet this did only a little to calm down his raging, 
melancholy mental state. 

He sat there, nervously fiddling with his pen. His half-eaten turkey 
sandwich lay forgotten, a few inches from him on the table as he 
stared blankly into the nearby tree, wishing that it could somehow 
take away his problems and make him forget. He kept biting at his 



bottom lip, making it a bit bloody. 
But he didn't care. 


The cap squeaked under the weight of his inner remorse and battles. 
His phone kept ringing besides him. But Castiel was too lost in the 
depth of his actions and the consequences that haunted them to care 
about anything else . It was the fourth month of his sophomore year, 
and he was determined to just... get things straight without a hitch, 
for just one year of his short life. 

But he couldn't be more wrong. He sighs in frustration before he 
grips his hair hard and yanks at it in anger. Just why, he couldn't 
control his feelings? Why did he had go all the way and ruin himself 
so bad that, he couldn't put the pieces back together? Or why should 
he fall so deeply that he would not be able to stand back up? 

Tears of frustration mixed with anger and hurt stream their way out 
of his melancholy blue orbs, that once sparkled with joy. Millions of 
thoughts race through his mind all, of them about a certain green 
eyed jock, who was equally at blame for the raven haired boy's 
current status . 

He was no, is in love with the said jock. He just loves him beyond 
words and beyond humanly possible. He kept it a secret for eight 
years, so why just why did he go and nearly spill his feelings for 
the said jock, after years of repression? 

It was not the blunt rejection that broke him. No. It was the words 
laced with hurt, anger and insecurity from the one he loved broke him 
the most. For all these years he was content with repressing his 
feelings and suffering in silence. So why, he asks himself for the 
umpteenth time that day, did he had to destroy the fragments of the 
formal relationship hanging loosely by a thread between him and his 
unrequited love? 

Oh yeah, it was all because of a stupid little note . 

His phone suddenly stops ringing. But he was too busy staring holes 
into the said tree to notice frantic footsteps coming towards him. If 
only looks could melt things... 

A flash of red caught the corner of his eye, and heavy breathing blew 
over his ears as a panting but concerned voice reached his senses and 
the hands that shook his shoulder. 

This broke him from his miserable reverie of thoughts and 
memories . 

He twists sideways to gaze into wide bluish grey eyes of his best 
friend. He blinks and then focuses on his best friend Charlie's 
worried expression and is able to make out a part of she is saying. 
"... please its killing you, talk to me Cass NOW!", by this time her 
usually patient reverie was wearing thin due to concern. 

That broke the dam , Castiel threw himself into the redhead's arms 
who caught him with a surprised ' 'Oof". If they were standing instead 
of being on a bench, Cass' sudden attack would have probably made 
them hit the ground with a hard thud. 



He burrows further into her arms, as if to hide away from the 
shattering reality, he closes his eyes and inhales Charlie's 
comforting scent of jasmines and peaches. As he sees darkness, the 
flashbacks haunt him back. That betrayed expression, those hurt 
emerald orbs, words dipped with raw pain and. . . his own heart 
breaking. It all rushed back into his already overwhelmed mind. He 
felt a light and consoling hand stroking his hair gently as his body 
shook with heart wrenching sobs. 

Charlie held him tighter. To say that she was shocked would be the 
understatement of the century. The blue eyed boy in her arms was 
Castiel Novak, he didn't cry, well not this badly anyway. Sure, a 
stray drop or two, but not like this . She was jerked into reality as 
she felt her shirt dampen with uncontrollable river of tears of her 
best friend. It was not the stupid shirt that alarmed her, but the 
trembling mess of a boy that was in her arms that made her eyes teary 
as well. 

She shook her head and blinked her tears away. 'No, this is about 
him, he needs me, I gotta stay strong! ' , she thought. 

"Hey, Cassanova, please talk to me, what happened?", she murmured 
gently. Still no answer. 

"Cass is it... is it him?" 

He took a shaky breath and pulled away. He took a shuddering and 
calming breath and opened his glistening red rimmed blue orbs that 
told her everything that happened today. 

Suddenly Charlie nearly lost it. 

"What did he do?", she demands her calm orbs light with an anger 
induced spark. _Cass took a deep calming breath before he blurted out 
"Char, I-I did something really stupid." 

Charlie raised an eyebrow, _"Care to elaborate?" 

"Well ... its uh . . . " 


"Cass ! " 


"Okay! So like I said earlier I did something really foolish, you can 
guess ..." 

Charlie looked warily at him, "What do you mean? " 

The raven haired boy shifts uncomfortably and casts his eyes down 
firmly on the table, like as if it could speak out his rather 
repenting actions for him. "I-I was just very overwhelmed with his 
previous note and I well..", he stops and makes frantic hand gestures 
to convey his point. 

It seems to work on Charlie, her eyes widen like saucers and her 
voice has a slight tremor to it as she speaks slowly in 
disbelief, 

"Tell me you didn't!" 

"I told him ,Char. ", 



Castiel replies as he looks up to stare at his best friend in the 
eye. His red rimmed blue eyes were bold and sure but with a subtle 
hint of fresh pain and heartbreak in them, as his gaze met Charlie's. 
The redhead let out a small gasp of apprehension, feeling the pain 
and torment of the person who held an important place in her life, 
practically like a brother to her. 

She hated to see him broken, it shattered her heart too, to watch him 
suffer but do nothing resourceful to end it. But there is one thing 
for sure she could do. She does it. 

"Oh my god Cass, you...", she chokes out and reaches out and 
envelopes him in a comforting hug. Castiel clings to her and tries to 
forget the day's happening, like as if it is only a dreadful 
nightmare, from which he needs to wake up, and continue like nothing 
happened. Like his only hope and light didn't fade away. 

No words are spoken, as they both understood and knew what the other 
needed. The teenagers cling to each other, trying to support the 
other, even when they both need their standing. 

Castiel just hoped that today is the last day of his 
torment . 

Charlie just wished to stop her naA“ve blue eyed friend's sorrow and 
punch all the lights out of a certain green eyed jock. 

It had all started with repressed love and not so subtle admirer 
notes or... love tests in Castiel's case. Little did both the friends 
know that they were in a life-changing roller coaster whose endgame 
would come with a huge price. _0h, and Castiel nearly may or may not 
have told Dean about his newly 
mutilated. . .identity. 

**FOUR MONTHS BEFORE** 

It was a cool sunny morning. The leaves of the trees were starting to 
grow back, wind was blowing in a carefree yet refreshing manner the 
birds were chirping, it was a great blending of natural harmony and 
peace in the surroundings. It was also an indication of an early 
spring. The robust and pleasant environmental aura was not missed by 
a certain dark haired, ocean eyed teenager of seventeen years who was 
leaning against a tree and just taking in everything with a 
thoughtful expression. 

"Cas-Cas, you have to come see this!", came a shrill voice of a 
child, followed by hearty, carefree laugh that pierces his train of 
thoughts. The said boy looks in the direction, of the sound, his 
cerulean eyes full of affection. He pushes away from the tree and 
follows towards where his younger brother and sister were playing. He 
sees his seven year old sister Hannah jumping excitedly and staring 
curiously at something in her palm. 

Unexpectedly, he suddenly has an armful of a seven year old boy who 
basically clings to him and almost knocks off his balance. Castiel 
shifts his gaze from his scared brother who is clinging to him like 
an octopus, to his overly enthusiastic sister who his looking at him 



with gleaming, hopeful pale blue orbs. 

Castiel brushes his brother's hair off his forehead, which was buried 
in the junction between his neck and shoulder. 

"What happened Alfie?", he asks his gravely voice slow and gentle. 

The boy looks up, his mild blue orbs meeting his older brother's dark 
blue ones. "Hanny, has got that ugly thing in her hand, its soo 
scary ! " 

"Its not ugly, its not my fault that you're scared of 
aham-har . . " 

"Its harmless.", supplied Castiel, his tone affectionate but his eyes 
crinkled with mild amusement. Hannah nodded gravely at her older 
brother, before she glared at her twin and said, "... harmless , little 
lady bug ! " 

"But still its ugly." "A lady bug?" both the brothers said in unison, 
Alfie looked up at his older brother in fright, and Hannah nodded so 
eagerly that the teen was afraid that she might hurt her 
head . 

Hannah and Samandriel, whose nickname were Alfie (as put by Anna and 
Cass from a TV show that the little boy loved so much) and Hanny, were 
both fraternal twins. While Hannah was more outgoing, dominant and 
robust, Alfie was quiet, timid and shy, but a genius nonetheless. 

They were practically the babies of the family as the last siblings 
to be born. 

"Can we keep it?", Hannah asked her voice cheery and her eyes 
glimmering in hope. Unable to deny his sister's look of happiness, 
the oldest of three mutters uncertainly but willingly, "I think you 


Alfie lets out a terrified shriek in his older brother's 
arms . 

Castiel cringes awkwardly at his own dilemma. 

School started the next day. So did his sophomore year. Finally, high 
school, his personal hell was about to be over, he could get away 
from that wretched place once and for all, just one year. Or so he 
believed. Little did he know that the single year would be the most 
chaotic, full of self-discoveries and trials about who he is and the 
people he knew. 

The night falls quicker than Castiel would like to acknowledge. He 
lays on his bed and looked around the room, already feeling dread and 
nervousness make his stomach twist uncomfortably in knots. It was not 
actually the fear of a new year ; the teachers were alright, his 
friends loved him and stood up for him and made his day way better 
than he anticipates. They were his family, especially the bubbly 
redhead Charlie : the world's best bestest friend one could dream of 
and his light. Without her, he was sure, he'd crash and burn up in 
flames. The very thought of her, calms him down and he's now excited 
to meet his friends, and eagerly waits for the dreaded day to set 
in . 


With a small smile, he turns off the bedside lamp, pulls off the 



covers and slowly drifts off into a peaceful and dreamless 
slumber . 


But the peacefulness shatters after sometimes. 

He's dreaming in the shackles of a nightmare. 

> SPN <p> 

"Cassie wake up and get your grumpy self down here or no pancakes for 
ya ill' bro!", a cheery and too loud voice rang in the said boy's ear 
jolting him up from his barely fulfilled slumber. He sits up and rubs 
his temple, eyes clenched shut in agony from the throbbing headache. 
"Shut up Gabriel.", he mutters hoarsely and clutches his head in both 
his hands in a tight grip. 

Suddenly flashes of memory come before his mind, more likely memories 
of the dream : he sees a tall woman with straight strawberry blond 
curls. Her eyes were glowing with an ethereal shade of blue, a 
strange and elongated blade clutched tightly in her. Then the scene 
rapidly changes but the impact is still heavy on the teenager's mind 
and the visage is painted crystal clear in his mind. A blood curling 
scream later, strange symbols were painted on the wall with blood. It 
was highly disturbing and then a bling flash of light later, suddenly 
everything was over just as it had started. 

He felt a strange but a familiar sense wash over him, and a soft 
female voice echoed, "You need to protect him Castiel." He reopens 
his eyes, they never felt so hazy and burdened with the flashes of 
those things. The images just kept taking over his sight and 
everything else just seemed to melt away. He felt trapped and hurt 
from those scenes. They were_ so real. _ 

With a labored sigh, he fell back to his bed, to the comfort of his 
fluffy pillows and snuggly covers. He knew these gruesome sights 
would follow him back to the sleep he so desperately needed but was 
willing to risk it, even if it took the peaceful albeit fake sense of 
safety that only his bed could offer. 

His eyelids flutter close on their own accord and he's drifting off 
into his ideal- 

>His bedroom door is bombarded with heavy knocks and an annoying and 
overly cheery and shrill voice torments him, "Gassy wake up ya 
lazyhead, school starts in ten!"<p> 

Gabriel of course. 

"Ugh go away Gabe . " Castiel groans. 

"Cassie!", the pounding grows more louder and insistent. "No!" he 
moans from under the covers, his brother's godawful methods don't 
help his headache. 

>"Casssie pooo, Anna wants you down... or not, maybe lover boy would 
miss you . . "<p> 

That snaps Castiel 's senses back and sits up quickly, because no 
matter how stormy the weather is. Dean Winchester is always the cure, 
and Gabriel the prick knew it. "I'm up, get out Gabe.", he groans out 
loud and could practically feel his brother's smug smirk through the 
door. The knocking stops, signalling the departure of his obnoxious 



brother . 

>He looks at the clock on the nightstand which red 7:40 a.m. in 
bright green letters<p> 

_Just like his eyes..._ 

He shakes his head and grabs his toothbrush from the bedside drawer. 
'Great', he thought, 'What a fantastic way to begin his sophomore 
year . ' 

An year of torment, misadventures, and rocky rides that would change 
his and the people he know about lives forever unbeknownst to him. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : <st rong>Thanks for reading this! It's 
on my real life with a supernatural twist. Alright so 
crush. You'll get to see more of Dean in the next few 
promise! I'll try to update soon but senior year is a 
:/ Have a nice day guys! 3 :D 


something based 
Cass=Me, Dean=My 
chapters , 
pain in the ass 


End 
f ile . 



